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8 7 The Tragedy of Oth ello 

1 knew thou dift not.thou art not fuch a villaine s 
Speake,for my heart is full. 

lag. I cold him what I thought, and told no more. 

Then what he found himfelfe was apt and true. 

Em. But did you euer tell him (he was falfe ? 
lag. I did. 

Em. You told a lie, an odious damned lie ; 

Vpon my foulc a lie, a wicked lie .• 

She falfe with Cafsit ; did yoa fay with Cafsio F 

lag. With Cajsio miftrefle ; go to,charme your tongue.' 
£*>. I will not charme my tongue, I am bound to fpcalcc’j 
My Miftrefle here lies murdered in her bed. 

All. Obheauensforefend. 

Em. And your reports haue fet the murderer on. 

Otb. Nay, ftare not matters, it is true indeed.. 

<jra. Tis a llrange truth. 

A ion. O monftrous a (5 1 
Em. Vi!lany,vil!any,vil!any; 

Ithinke vpon’c, I thinke, I fmell a villany ; 

1 thought fo then ; lie kill my felfe for griefe, 

0 villany,villany. 

lag. what are you nsad ? I charge you get you home. 
Em. Good Gentlemen let me haue leaue to fpeake 5 
Tis proper I obey him, but not now : 

Perhaps I*go,\ will ne’re goe home. 

Oth. Oli, oh, oh. Oth. falls oh the btd. 

£m. N ay , lay thee downe,and roare. 

For thou haft kild the fweeteft innocent. 

That ere did lift vp ey,e. 

Oth. O Ihe was foule r 

2 fcarcedid know you Vncle, there lies your Niece; 

Whofe breath indeed, thefe bands haue newly ftopt; 

1 know this aft fhewes terrible and grim. 

Gr. PQoxc < Defdemona,l am glad thy father's dead, 

Thy match was otortall to him, and pure griefe 
Shore his old thread in twaine ; did he line now. 

This fight would make him doe a defperate turne, 

Yca,curfc his better Angcll from his fid*. 
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the (SKfoore of Venice, 88 

And fall to reprobation. 

Oth. Tis pittifull,but yet lag* knowes, 

That (he with Cafsiojteti the aft of ihamc 
A thoufand times committed} Cafsit confeft it : 

And ihe did gratifie his amorous workes. 

With that rccognifance and pledge of loue. 

Which I firft gaue her ; I faw it in his hand ; 
jt was a handkerchiefe, an antique token 
My Father gaue my Mother. 
lm. O heauen.O heauenly powers. 
jag. Come, hold your peace, 
fw. Twill out,twillout:Ihold my peace fir, no, 
lie be in (peaking.liberall as the north ; 

Let heauen,and men, and deuils.let email, 

A M) cry fliame againft me,yet lie fpeake. 
fag. Be wi(e,and get you home. 

Em. I will nor. 

Ora. Fie,yourfwordvponawoman? 

€m. O thou dull Moore, that handkerchiefe thou fpeakft 0% 

I found by fortune, and did giue my husband; 

For often with a folemne carneftnefle, 

(More then indeed belong’d to fuch a trifle,) 

He beg'd of me to fteale it. 

Jag. Villainous whore. 

£m. She gaue it Cafiio ? no, alas I found it. 

And I did giu’t my husband 
lag. Filt(i,thiulieft. 

S m. By heauen I doe not,I doe not Gentlemen, 

O murderous Coxcombs / what (hould fuch a foole 
Doe with fo good a woman ? 

T he M«ort runs at Jjgo. lago kills his wife. 

Oth. Are there no ftonca in heauen, 

But what femes for the thunder ? pernitious villaine. 

Ora, The woman falls, fare he has kild his wife, 

Em. 1,1,0 lay me by my miftrefle fide. * Exit lago, 

Ora. Hec's gone,but his wife's kild. 

Mo». Tis a notorious villaine, take your weapon, 
j^nich I haue here rccoaered from the Moore • 
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